FIRST   ATTEMPT   ON   MOUNT   EVEREST
had already taken a long time. The North Col was not
hospitable enough, and not sufficiently equipped, to permit
of any attempts on the climbing of the mountain until
May 2oth.
Life at No. 3 Camp had become irksome. Mallory and
I had made two expeditions with carrying parties to the
North Col, including the actual blazing of the trail thither.
Of this last, my chief recollection is of pounding through
deep snow, taking turns with Mallory to go first and do the
donkey-work. While on this job I remember breathless-
ness, fatigue, and a longing that my demeanour should not
betray my feelings—to an extent to which I have never
felt it before or since, not even whilst actually climbing
Everest itself.
We were at first insufficiently acclimatized, but a few
rather wearisome days, of lying in the tent awaiting the
next meal, or going short walks and ski-runs on the glacier,
soon put this right. We were really pretty fit when we
started in earnest to do the actual climbing, exactly one
week after we had felt so breathless on the way up to the
North Col.
We had decided, on the advice of Strutt, that Mallory,
Morshead, Norton, and I should make the first attempt on
the peak, and with hearts full of anticipation we trudged
up the slopes of snow and ice which led to our camp at
23,000 feet. We spent a good night at this camp, with
excellent and varied food, starting off on a fine, calm
morning to get, if possible, 2,000 feet higher and there pitch
a couple of small tents. We had filled half a dozen thermos
flasks with hot coffee and other liquids, made from snow
melted the previous night, and we had roused our porters,
discovering that only four of them were fit to accompany
us. However, these four stalwarts were sufficient to carry
the required loads. We had no time to be pessimistic over
the fact (which we hardly realized at the time) that all our
reserves of porters were exhausted before we had set foot
on the mountain itself.
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